A picnic ly the road
sect, the tithe instituted by Hasan-i-Sabbah: his family's right to
it was investigated and confirmed during a law-suit before the
High Court in Bombay in 1866, wherein their lineal descent
from the Old Man ot the Mountains was proven: perhaps no
one now living, and perhaps no one among the ruling
families of the world, can boast so romantic and unusual
an ancestry. But the Assassins' valley and the Rock of
Alamut no longer know their ancient lords.
I had long wished to go there. But there were obstacles.
One of them was that I could not find it on my map. There
was Alamut district, but no Alamut village, nor indeed is there
such a village, as I discovered when I reached the valley.
By dint of enquiries, I learned that Alarnut has been
visited eight or nine times at least by Europeans. One
starts from Qazvin; one crosses the Talaghan range and
reaches the Alamut River; and the casde is at a place called
Qasir Khan on the left. That was as much as I knew:
and with that I packed my bed and saddle-bags one May
morning and started from Hamadan for Qazvin in a car
with a Persian and two veiled ladies and a little girl, who were
returning to Resht.
The day was fine; our party friendly. At noon we
lunched by the roadside among young poplars, and bought
eggs from an old man sitting in the dust. My fellow-
travellers had been to a brother's funeral in Hamadan: they
were now taking his small child home to marry their little
boy later on: they would send her to school first, they said.
" In our country, if you marry them too young their
children die," said I, trying to do the best I could for the
little bride. She was seven years old.
"We shall wait another five years,** said they.
The old lady, the brother*s mother, dressed in the fasHon
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